CHAPTER 133 


September 2, 2011 


“| thought you hated Modern Rock?” 


Justin and Chie were walking home from school together, talking about various 
things. And by that | mean Justin was busy fangasming about that Rock Band DLC 
he had mentioned the day prior. Seemed he was actually serious in some regard. 
Chie couldn’t help but wonder who this band was that even Justin was finding 
himself squealing like a fan-girl over a couple of crappy songs for Rock Band. She 
sure as hell couldn’t see what was so exciting about playing fake instruments. 
Especially ridiculously over-charted songs. She’d have you know she could have 
played the baseline to whatever shitty metal music it was Justin was making her 
listen to no problem, it was just that crappy piece of plastic that was messing her 
up. Totally. Mind you, she was on easy, so she really had no place to talk about 
over-charting, but alright. Justin turned to her, glee in his eyes as she continued to 
question him about his taste in music. 


“Il do.” Justin remarked concisely and bluntly. “But this is different. This is Josh 
Homme, Dave Grohl, and John Paul Jones in one band. How can you NOT love 
that!?” Justin continued with admiration for Them Crooked Vultures. Chie, of course, 
didn’t recognize half the people that Justin had listed off in an attempt to convince 
her this was the greatest band in the world. She knew he was probably going to 
strangle her for saying she had no idea who Josh Homme or John Paul Jones was. 
She was almost right, too. 


“I... don’t know who those people are.” Chie remarked slowly, as though trying to 
hold back the question she knew would result in her losing her head. Justin quickly 
shot her a disappointed and shocked glare. He probably should have known better 
in retrospect, since Chie knew NOTHING about Led Zepplin; and he was going to 
guess she wasn’t exactly a Queens of the Stone Age fan. Not knowing Dave Grohl 
would be an unacceptable crime had she not known who that was. But let’s get 
serious; who DOESN'T know Dave Grohl? He’s all over the goddamn place. 


“You pulling my leg?” Justin questioned, wanting to make sure he had heard that 
right before bitching her out. She timidly shook her head, indicating she had never 
been more serious about question in all her life. Justin shook his head in slight 
denial. “Josh Homme'’s the lead singer for Queens of the Stone Age, John Paul Jones 
is the bassist for Led Zeppelin, and Dave Grohl is in everything.” Justin explained to 
her with slight annoyance. She was a bassist, and she didn’t recognize the bassist 
for one of the world’s greatest bands? The hell was wrong with her. She shrugged 
Slightly. Since she didn’t listen to any of those bands, save the ones Dave Grohl was 


in of course, she didn’t really get all the hype. Though she did supposed Justin was a 
big Zeppelin fan, so that explained a lot. 


“| still don’t really see the appeal.” Chie remarked. Well yeah, that’s because you 
haven't listened to their music yet, you... you... person who judges music before 
she listens to it, you! Justin shook his head a bit a slight smirk on his face in the 
process. Dammit, she was going to know the glory that was Them Crooked Vultures 
if he had to jam it down her damn throat. As if that had got Chie to listen to any of 
the other bands Justin had tried to force her to listen to. She really should 
considering they shared common musical tastes, but that was beside the point. No 
one likes having an opinion shoved down their throat after all. 


“| don't need a reason baby, put your arms around me! Hold me real close, CLAP ME 
IN IRONS; c'mon Caligulove me!” Justin sung along to the not at all present music, 
at one point actually snaking his arm around Chie to wrap his hand around her 
opposite shoulder. Well it didn’t really explain a lot, but it sure as hell caught her off 
guard. She blushed a bit as Justin made an ass out of himself while holding her close 
like this. Probably not a great image for anyone who might have walked by and 
seen them like this. In fact; it was an awful, awful image. She was starting to 
remember why she didn’t like their relationship to be public knowledge. It was 
moments like this. 


“...You can let go now.” Chie remarked after a moment, cheeks red hot with 
embarrassment. Justin laughed a bit as he slowly let go of his grip on Chie. To this 
day, he still hadn’t gotten tired of seeing her get so flustered. It was just as 
adorable as the first time he had seen it. She sighed a bit as they continued to walk, 
happy no one had seen them. Or at least, not seen it while Justin as singing 
whatever the hell it was singing. Was kind of nice, but Justin didn’t know how to 
sing, so that only went so far. Plus he was way too eccentric about it; kind of 
defeated the point. 


“Of course, don’t take my shitty singing as any representation of the actual 
product.” Justin chuckled with self-mockery, demeaning himself and his musical 
prowess. Or lack thereof. Thank god he never had any aspirations to be a singer, 
otherwise his hopes and dreams would be smashed across the concrete like that 
watermelon they never got to break. Of course, while the two were staring at each 
other, Justin once again fell for his natural attraction to bumping into people 
because he wasn’t paying attention, knocking himself and the lady he had collided 
with down on their asses. He longed for the days it was just poles that he walked 
into and not people. Especially complete strangers like this girl... Though, the 
person she was with seemed no stranger to Justin. How could he EVER forget 
Narukami. Justin rubbed his ass as the two slowly pushed themselves off the 
ground, sore from the collision. “Crap; I’m so sorry ma’am.” 


“Hey, watch where you’re going!” She snarled at him as she stood back up, 
adjusting her blue hat. She was wearing a white, sleeveless shirt and a black tie, a 
blue pouch across her shoulder. She was wearing a plaid skirt with long knee socks 
decorated in a black and white striped pattern, and boots with so many laces he 
couldn’t even count. She had short black hair and gray eyes, and she wore long 
fingerless gloves that ended only a little short of her shoulders. Basically she was a 
goth. Thank god Maya wasn’t here, otherwise shit would go down. Justin groaned a 
bit as he tried to straighten his posture. Whoever this girl was, she didn’t need to be 
rude about it! Chie only seemed to smile though; perhaps finding amusement in 
Justin being a clumsy oaf again. 


“Oh hey Marie, long time no see!” Chie greeted the girl with enthusiasm. She 
seemed a little startled by Chie’s presence, for some in explicable reason. Though 
perhaps more inexplicable was that both of these two seemed to know Marie, but 
Justin didn’t. | mean come on, he got that he wasn’t the most charming fellow out 
there, but he liked to be introduced to people from time to time too, you know. Was 
it so hard to say, ‘oh hey Justin, this is Marie. She’s a friend of mine.’ That’s a// l’m 
asking! 


“Oh, it’s Green again.” Marie remarked, eyes slightly widened as she noticed Chie 
standing next to whoever the hell it was that bumped into her a moment ago. She 
had been so caught up in her thoughts that she hadn’t even noticed them there. 
Obviously if she did, she would have moved out of the way of Justin. Unless she was 
one of those kinds of people that expected people to get out of the way for HER. 
That wouldn’t be entirely unexpected given the attitude. Chie’s smile slowly faded 
as Marie spoke to her using her nickname. The one she certainly didn’t pick out for 
herself. 


“It’s Chie...” Chie choked up slightly, almost pleading to Marie to actually 
remember her name for once. She claimed that it was supposed to be a 
compliment, but the more and more she called her Green instead of her actual 
name, the more she doubted Marie even knew what her name was. Justin just 
chuckled a bit at her nickname. It was rude as fuck, but there was some truth in it. 
That managed to get a shocked gaze out of Chie as she turned towards the 
snickering Justin. 


“She's right. You DO wear a lot of green.” Justin chuckled. 


“H-Hey! | like green; that’s all!” Chie nervously stammered as Justin playfully 
mocked her choice in clothes. It was a moment before he stopped laughing and 
regained control over himself and his senses. Of course, he didn’t care that Chie 
wore a lot of green. It looked good on her. There was a certain charming contrast 
between the brown tone of her eyes and the light green attire she so often donned. 
Or maybe it was just the fact that her eyes were beautiful. That could have just 
been it. 


“Don’t worry, it looks good on you.” Justin reassured her after a moment, much to 
her apparent relief. Justin wasn’t sure why she should care what Justin thought 
looked good on her; she was the one wearing that stuff not him. And besides; he 
wouldn’t ever dare try to make her feel like she needed to change for him. No one 
has that right after all. Justin turned his smile away from Chie and over to Marie. He 
still hadn’t formally introduced himself. “Name’s Justin; sorry ‘bout bumping into 
you earlier.” Justin remarked, extending his hand out. Marie didn’t seem to quite 
grasp the concept of a handshake, pun intended, and rather instead just stared at 
his hand in confusion, refusing to extend her own hand in response. There was a 
certain awkwardness in the air as Justin’s friendly gesture went unreturned. Even 
more so when Marie seemed to turn her attention to the cane at Justin’s side, 
eyeing it with puzzlement. Nice to see his cane was more interesting to her than the 
person in front of her. 


“\..1S that a ‘cahn?’ Margaret told me it’s what old people use to get around. Like 
The Nose.” Yeah... Really awkward indeed. A lot of puzzled looks fell upon Marie, 
save perhaps from Yu, who just sighed as though he was used to this. Justin was 
Slightly bewildered. He wasn’t old, he just used it because it looked good... And 
truth be told, it really DID help with the lack of depth perception. He still occasionall 
misplaced his foot on the stairs or something from time to time. Which was made 
worse by the fact that he was deathly afraid of stairs. 


“And here | thought | was the youngest guy here...” Justin sighed with annoyance 
and disappointment. Marie didn’t seem to give a damn though, just turning her 
attention back over to Yu as Justin rubbed his forehead with annoyance. Justin was 
finding whoever this Marie girl was to be very unlikeable. It was a wonder he hadn't 
started bitching her out yet. Perhaps he was just a lot more reluctant to jump the 
gun when it came to girls. What could he say, it was a weakness of his. The only 
girls that had ever treaten him shitty in life were those two bitches at Okina Station 
and Naoto. Everyone else who had been a complete dick was a guy. He just had a 
bit more of a trusting inclination around females, he supposed, for that very reason. 


“C’mon, we still need to get this looked at.” Marie remarked, holding up a bamboo 
brush in her hand. Yu nodded a bit with confirmation. Justin and Chie had no idea 
what the hell they needed a brush looked at for, but hey, more power to her. 
Though Justin did have to admire the craftsmanship. It had a very intricate design 
carved into the side, yet the surface still appeared smooth and polished. The poles 
jutting out of the bottom of the cone were fancy in design, but they still looked as 
though they could be used. He was no carpenter or anything like that, but he could 
tell an impressive trinket like that a mile away. He whistled slightly as he stared at 
the comb Marie held up in her hand. She turned somewhat surprised eyes to Justin, 
believing he might actually know something. Would save everyone some time if he 
did. “...You know anything about this.” 


“Well, I’m no carpenter... But | did take a workshop class in Freshman year...” Justin 
mused aloud as he stared at the comb. Marie quickly passed it off to him, so that he 
could stare more closely at it. He tilted his head as he slowly ran his finger along the 
bamboo comb, examining every little indentation, every groove along it’s texture. 
He was not woodshop expert for taking workshop for a year, but he could probably 
figure a thing or two out about it. Marie sure as hell seemed to hope he could 
anyway, given the wide eyed stare that had fallen on him. It was silent for a 
moment as he stared at the comb before passing it back to Marie. She seemed a 
little confused, though also anxious. “I don’t know if it helps to know that’s not real 
bamboo. Much too sturdy.” Justin explained to her. 


“But where was it made?” Marie questioned, not really caring about the actual 
materials in question; only where it had come from. Justin raised his eyebrow with 
curiosity. There was no way in hell he was going to be able to figure that out just 
from staring at a comb for a couple of seconds. Unless there was a watermark on 
there he hadn’t noticed, those materials could be from anywhere. And like he said, 
he was no craftsman expert. He just knew a couple things about wood and 
materials. Not really enough to help her out in the long run. 


“l’unno, China? Everything’s made there.” Marie’s eyes widened with excitement, 
much to Justin’s dismay. Seemed she had taken that comment much more seriously 
than she should of. It was supposed to be sarcastic dammit, not an actual remark. 
“Hey, don’t get your hopes up; | don’t know where it came from.” Justin tried to 
calm her down. And it worked to a certain extent, but it seemed that her hopes had 
been smashed just as soon as they were raised, leaving only a disappointed Marie 
behind. She sighed a bit before placing the comb in her pouch again, crossing her 
arms in front of her chest. 


“Well that was no help...” Marie sighed. Justin just threw his hands up and rolled his 
eyes, as though to say ‘what the fuck did you expect.’ She was lucky he even gave 
her his opinion after she had decided to be a bitch to him. And it wasn’t like he was 
an expert craftsman or anything. If she had asked about computers MAYBE he’s 
know a thing or two, but this? Best he could tell was the wood was too sturdy to be 
something like bamboo. It was a close imitation if it was fake, that’s for sure. But it 
was definitely not bamboo. “C’mon, let’s go.” Marie barked at Yu like an order as 
she quickly wandered off, leaving the three of them behind in a fit of rage. Yu 
quickly turned to Chie and Justin, who were just bewildered by this encounter. 


“lam so sorry...” He apologized through his teeth before trying to catch up to her. 
Justin and Chie sighed a bit as the two slowly marched off, Marie still wrapping her 
arms around herself as though bored as fuck with something. And Justin thought he 
was bad. At least he was subtle. Sometimes. Okay not at all. But he was still better 
than that, dammit. He had charm! Justin was about to turn around when he heard 
the slight sound of crumpling beneath his shoe, as he spun around on his heel. His 
eyes widened momentarily as he looked down. Seemed he had stepped on a small 


white piece of paper. Looked fresh too. He doubted this was trash. He took his foot 
off of it, unfortunately leaving a dirty footprint mark on the back in the process 
before picking it up to examine it. You could tell just by the way he raised his 
eyebrow this was one hell of a thing to discover. 


“All You Clowns?” Justin read aloud from the top of the page, a slight shiver going 
down his spine. It just had to say the C word. Hopefully it just meant clowns like, 
you're acting like a clown, kind of clown. His curiosity was peaked with a title like 
that anyway. As was Marie’s if the way she came to a dead stop as she heard Justin 
recite the title of the paper was any indication. Seemed she wasn’t out of ear range 
yet. Which was yet to be seen as a good or bad thing. Justin’s eyes darted along the 
words as he silently mumbled along, reading the paper to himself, and by extension 
anyone listening in. Including Marie. 


“Hey, you! How long are you going to wear that ugly mask? You know you ain't got 
the guts for this task. Cover yourself with paint, you're actin’ like you aint' afraid of 
whatcha got in store for your fate. You think you got me? Well, that's too bad! 'Cuz | 
ain't stupid enough to get had! So drop the pathetic act. | wanna dance and that's a 
fact. Now quit your gawkin' and start to react! YEAH-YEAH! Now DANCE! ...Ugh, 
fucking clowns.” Justin mumbled to himself as he concluded reading the strange 
paper. Seemed like a poem. A really shitty poem. Though whether that was because 
of the actual poem itself or the subject matter, the subject matter being CLOWNS, 
was another question entirely. Didn’t matter anyway, within seconds Justin felt the 
paper being ripped out of his hands. 


“Hey! Who told you you could read my stuff!” She shouted at him, cheeks flustered 
and red with embarrassment as she ripped the paper out of his startled hands. 
Justin just wasn’t sure how to react to any of this anymore. The best thing he could 
think of to help explain ANY of this stuff was to constantly remind himself that she 
was a Goth. That’s where the attitude came from, that’s where the crappy poetry 
came from. Justin was really starting to see why Maya hated Goths by this point. 
“Ihateyouyoustupidjerkfaceclown.” She muttered quickly with anger before stashing 
the poem in her sash, right alongside the comb. 


“Never ask a clown to dance. That’s how they get you. They’ll just disembowel you 
with a machete while you’re caught off guard by their ‘fluid movements.’” Justin 
remarked with fearful eyes. Marie just passed him a funny look like he was insane, 
though, like she was almost interested in his insanity. He was certainly a peculiar 
one; even in comparison to all these other people she had met. Marie groaned a bit 
as she made sure the poem was secure in her pouch this time. 


“| don’t understand how these keep getting lost...” She muttered to herself as she 
slowly stormed back off, cheeks red hot with embarrassment. And with that, Yu and 
Marie departed for real this time, leaving a rather confused and bewildered Chie 


and Justin behind, just sort of standing and staring at where two had been but a 
moment earlier. 


“So... poetry, huh?” Chie spoke up breaking the silence after a while. Was kind of 
awkward with a poem about clowns, especially one like THAT, lingering in the air. | 
mean, how do you go back to normal conversation after someone demanding a 
clown to dance for them? Just doesn’t happen. “You're the literature expert here. On 
a scale of one to Shakespearian...” 


“Catcher in the Rye out of ten.” 
“That bad?” 


“Horrendous.” 


